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Author's Notes: 
Okay so like the title suggests, | based this fic around this song from my youth lol 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lKer 5vkOxNs 
Obvious that this is just a silly AU, hopefully you'll enjoy! Idk thought about doing a part 2 but idk lol 


Comments and questions most appreciated thank you! :) 


This would never be Ben's idea 
He felt out of place, like he was practically dragged to this establishment. 
Well.. More or less he was. 


He was a mechanic at a small shop in town. 


Apparently one of the guys in the shop was getting married soon, which it only made sense to celebrate in 


style, with having a bachelor party 

Ben at first graciously declined the offer, but that didn't seem to deter his coworkers. 
Telling him, he never went out, and that he should live a little. 

Ben begrudgingly agreed to venture out, hoping this would be a one time deal 


Ben could tell you right away he'd never step foot in a strip club his entire life. There was no real appeal in 


going in such a place. 
He figured at least now he could say he could. 
Ben mostly had a sour look on his face, like he didn't want to be here, which was the case. 


The noise in the club was overwhelming, so much to the point, that Ben was pretty sure his ears would be 
ringing for a while after he left. 


Thankfully the club itself seemed to cater a bit, to both men and women Since he noticed men were scantily 
dressed besides the women. 


At least that slightly perked up his interest, so he didn't just have to look at boobs all night. 
There was a reserved spot in the club off to the side for them. 


Which very close to them was a platform that was lit up, that had a stripper pole placed there. Which already 
had a very busty redhead doing some tricks, and poses. 


It had Ben's attention only for the fact that it seemed like a lot of work the woman was doing. 


Wondering that she must have had a lot of strength to keep herself elevated a few feet off the ground, and 
only holding onto the pole with just her thighs. 


She climbed higher, then graciously gliding down, and doing the splits on the platform. 
The part of the club they were in were happily cheering for the woman, 
Ben clapped, since that was something he could never do in a million years. 


Just as things started to settle down, Ben almost jumped out of his seat, when he felt a voice near his ear 
that was very close. 


‘whatre you drinking honey?" 
Ben turned his head, he saw a young man like himself only a few inches from his face. 


You could easily assume this was, because how loud it was in the club itself. If you wanted to talk or be heard 


you had to get close. 

"Uh... Ah... Beer?..." Ben managed to squeak out. 

"Does it matter what kind honey?," They asked Ben. 

Ben a small shiver down his spine, when he felt the warm breath of the other man tickled against his ear. 
Ben shook his head, his face briefly blushing. 


Now that the man left his side, going over to his coworkers to see what they wanted. Ben had a moment to 


collect himself, and tried to make it less obvious he was looking at this stranger. 
They had short blond hair, that was just just past his ears, had loose fitting clothing on. 


Which happened to be some acid washed denim shorts that came up very high on his thighs. Along with a 
very loose fitting dress shirt that was tucked in, it was a pale pink color, with darker pink stripes. 


Ben lost sight of him as soon as the drinks were ordered 
Soon enough Ben felt an elbow in his side, apparently it was very obvious that Ben was gawking at this man 
Which his coworkers found humor in this, since he had made it obvious before that he wouldn't enjoy this 
club, 

Moments later the young man returned with their drinks. 

Ben watched as his coworkers stuck a few dollar tips in the waistband of his denim shorts 

Ben swallowed thickly 

The young man bent down closer to him, to hand him his drink 

Thankfully Ben had his money ready, though he wasn't exactly sure where to put it 


"Ah... Thanks..." Ben said, having to raise his voice a little. 


"Just put it there honey, and you're welcome~" The man smiled, having turned around. 


Ben very boldly went for the only empty space available, which happened to be the back pocket of his shorts. 


The young man didn't seem to mind, as he soon left Ben's side, and went off to the rest of the bar to collect 
orders and serve drinks. 


All the while Ben looked at his ass, noticing how those denim shorts were riding up a bit. 

The young man had a little bounce in his step, then disappeared. 

As the night progress, Ben started to get a little bored. 

Sure scantily dressed women, and cute boys running around was great, but this really wasn't his scene. 
Especially when he hadn't seen that blond boy around anymore. 

Ben briefly wondered if his shift was over. 

That would make the most sense anyways, since some other woman was taking their orders. 

Ben sighed to himself a little. 


Well what it's not like he could talk with him anyways, | mean did he really wanna be that creep that hits on 
the waiter, and they have to be nice to your... 


Ben was taken out of his reverie when he felt a shake on his shoulder. 

One of his coworkers told him, they had a surprise for him. 

Ben was immediately wary of this. 

He hated surprises, especially when he knew this could be just some joke played by his coworkers. 
They told Ben to go down the hall, and turn right. 


They explained that they wanted to be sure Ben had a good time, since he didn't even looked that thrilled to be 


here. 
Ben tried declining, with them saying that he'd like it, and to trust them.. 
Ben commented back, shouldn't it be the groom to be, that gets the surprise. 


The groom to be was currently drooling over some woman playfully giving him a lap dance. 


When the conversation only went around in circles, Ben finally caved, and went along with it. 

"Alright fine.. But if it's a lap dance or something l'm out of here," Ben firmly said. 

His coworker reassuring it wasn't, but he'd have more fun in there. 

Ben rolled his eyes, finished his beer, and ventured down the hallway. 

Ben wasn't sure what he was expecting, but his reasoning was most likely a private lap dance possibly? 
That would be make the most sense, since if he was out on the floor, he might just storm out of the place. 
Ben sighed to himself, as he found the door, and carefully opened it. 

He didn't see anyone at first, he opened it a bit wider, and took a real peek inside. 

Ben's eyes eventually settled on the center of the room. 


A blush crept up on Ben's face, a little surprised at who he saw sitting in a chair at the very center of the 


room. 
"|... | think | have the wrong roomé?..." Ben said, thinking he must've picked the wrong door. 
The blond haired boy he'd been ogling earlier was sitting in the chair. 


Legs neatly crossed a hand under his chin, as he leaned against the arm of the cushy chair he sat in. 


"You don't honey." 
Ben swallowed thickly, he stepped more into the room and shut the door behind him. 
"Heard you're not having a fun time...” 


Ben felt his heart start to race, his eyes looked to the boys foot that lightly bounced as his legs were still 


crossed. 


All Ben thought about was kissing the top of the boys exposed foot in those heels, up his long legs, Then 
settling in between those thighs. 


Ben could strangely imagine it already, feeling those soft thighs clamping against his head. 


Ben swallowed again. 


"Your little friends wanted me to give a nice time, that okay? You look.. A little flustered~," The boy said cooly. 
Ben's eyes shifted, and looked back at him. 

Seeing the boy giving him a lopsided smile, that could charm his way into anyone's heart. 

The boy's expression was hard to read, they uncrossed their legs, and got up from the chair. 

"Have a seat handsome,” They said. 

Ben hesitated, but only for a moment. 

Ben breathed in a short breath, all it was was a lap dance right? 


It would be over in moments, then he could just leave and go home, and masturbate to the image of this 


beautiful boy grinding against him. 


Ben personally hoped that he wouldn't get too excited, even if that was the case, it seemed like this boy had 
probably seen and heard everything. 


Ben came over, and sat down in the chair. 


He froze when the boy touched his shoulder, his fingers trailing up to his neck, then to playfully letting a 


finger trail along Ben's jaw. 


Ben looked up at him with upturned eyes, he already felt several shivers down his spine at the gentle and soft 
touch. 


"Anyone tell you you're a very handsome man?," They asked. 
Ben swallowed, he very slightly shook his head. 

The boy let out a small laugh under his breath. 

"That's a shame baby, you seem like a very good boy~" 

Ben felt his ears ring, his face was burning. 

The boy leaned down, so he was more eye level with Ben 


"Don't be so nervous baby, this isn't your scene right? Just relax, I'll take good care of you, honest," the boy 


said with some concern, he had a sweet smile on his face. 


Ben trembled already, he couldn't help, but look deeply into this boys eyes. 
Since this was proper lighting they were in, Ben could really see the interesting color this boy had. 


It was a hazel green shade, the first thing that came to mind when Ben stared at them, it reminded him of 
fall. 


"You.. You have pretty eyes," Ben said, the blush on his face turned darker, when the boy smiled back him. 


The boy seemed amused by the compliment, since Ben hadn't spoken much, it only showed, that Ben didn't 


belong in a place like this. 

"Thank you baby~" 

"Now be a good boy like | know you can be, and sit still okay?~," they added. 
Ben's heart hadn't stopped racing, he gave a small nod understanding. 


"Good" 


Ben's eye's followed the boy across the room, he grabbed something from a small drawer that came from a 


desk in the room. 
He returned within a moment. 


Ben wasn't sure what he was expecting, but suddenly seeing this boy getting on his knees in between his legs 
wasn't one of them. 


Ben's eyes widened slightly, the boy's hand caressed his thigh. 

Fuck 

Ben mentally thought. 

He could feel the warmth of this boy's hand, as he rubbed back and forth on his worn denim jeans. 
Ben's breath hitched audibly, when they moved their hand a bit further up, 

His hand was on his crotch now. 

Ben looked to the boy, he was staring back at him. 


Maybe even gaging how Ben reacted. 


Ben had a deep blush on his face, he turned even more red somehow when the boy gave him a playful 


squeeze. 
I'm flattered baby~" The boy commented. 

Since under his touch, Ben seemed to get hard pretty quick 

Ben swallowed again. 

The boy only teased a little bit, he quickly and expertly undid Ben's belt and unsnapping, unzipping his jeans. 
They didn't seem to hesitate, as he took out Ben's cock as well. 

Ben's eyes looked to the floor, he couldn't look at him any longer, a bit too embarrassed. 

When the boy stopped touching him, Ben wondered what was happening. 

He heard a light click. 

Ben looked to the boy again 

Seeing him squirt out a little lube on his fingers. 

The boy's eyes flickered up. 

He carefully reached out, and wrapped his hand around Ben's cock, giving a gentle few strokes at first. 
Ben personally felt like he could come on the spot right now. 

The boy smiled, seeing Ben lift his hips a little. 

"| said don't move remember?" 

Ben stopped. 

His grip tightened a bit, his strokes a bit more firm. 

Ben let out a shallow breath, his brow furrowed slightly. 

Ben's eyes locked with a boys once again. 


The boy opened his mouth partly, his tongue sticking out a little, as he leaned forward. 


Ben suddenly squeezed his eyes shut. 

He could imagine it already, he would teasingly lick his cock at first, then wrap those cupid bow lips around him. 
Ben shuttered at the thought. 

Though after several moments, and nothing happened. Ben sheepishly opened his eyes. 


The boy was still leaned forward, with his tongue sticking out, being an inch or so away from the tip of his 


length. 
His tongue slinked back into his mouth, he leaned away, a playful smile on his lips. 


"No," His tone was playful and innocent. 


No? 

"Didn't mean to get your hopes up honey, but your friends didn't pay me enough to get that," They said 
innocently. 

Strangely Ben did feel a bit gratified, being teased so cruelly, it only put this boy on a higher pedestal. 
Something Ben wanted, but couldn't have. 

The boy went back to stroking him. 

Ben slinked back in his chair slightly, as he got closer. 


No other words were exchanged, just a quick glance Ben gave the boy before squeezing his eyes shut as he 


came moments later. 

Ben let out a deep pant under his breath, he opened his eyes looking at the boy. 

Even after Ben came, the boy gave him a couple more playful strokes before stopping, 
He let go of Ben's cock. 


Ben watched, as the boy's hand that was covered in come slowly dripped off his fingers, and onto his lower 
abdomen 


Within a moment, the boy got back to his feet, and went over to the drawer again across the room, grabbing 


what Ben assumed was a sanitizing wipe to clean his hands. 

After throwing it away in the trash bin he came back over to Ben. 

He leaned down. 

"Have fun baby?" They asked. 

Ben nodded tiredly. 

"Good, now be a good boy and give me your wallet, | deserve a nice tip don't I?," They then asked. 
Ben did it without a second thought, he'd give this boy anything. 

Ben fumbled and handed over his wallet. 

The boy carefully plucked it out of Ben's hand. 

In the meantime Ben tucked himself back into his pants. 


"Well aren't you prepared? You can keep the singles honey, I'm not a stripper," They giggled softly, happily 
taking out a few twenties that were inside it. 


They handed Ben's wallet back to him. 
The boy leaned forward, and caressed under Ben's chin. 


"Next time, if you got the dough, I'd love to sit on that handsome face of yours, have a nice night honey~" 
They said, but not a moment later, they gave Ben's cheek a small peck. 


Ben awkwardly held his wallet in his hand, as he watched the boy saunter out the room. The heels of his shoes 
lightly clicking against the tile. 


Ben let out a heavy sigh, once the door clicked shut. 
He actually had a moment to collect himself. 

His face was flush again. 

He fixed his shirt, and put away his wallet. 


He was going home. 


Since he didn't exactly need another cute boy charming his way into his heart, or wallet. 
As Ben left the room, he was hit with the loud dance music of the club. 

The boy was nowhere in sight. 

He was probably long gone now. 


Ben knew he wouldn't be able to look his coworkers in the face, he did what he thought was the right thing, 
and left the club to go home. 


Mostly to relive those brief moments with that boy, and to imagine other things as well 


The End. 


